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Harsh words had been thrown like the glass lamps that now lay shattered around the once beautifully 
decorated front room of his mansion in Van Nuys. He'd done it again, and now he was left to sit in the 
wreckage and just stare through clouded eyes at the only man that would stay. The one that kept coming back 
no matter how far he pushed him away. No matter how much he fucked up and made the same mistakes over 
and over again, it was like he could depend on his drummer to always be there to offer him some semblance 
of support. But there was no way he had just heard the words that he thought he heard. The words that 
were like shock therapy to his guts. The words that were enough to grapple him back from the land of 


illusions that the drugs created and make him realize he was sitting in a disheveled room and he's just heard 


some of the hardest words of his life. 
lm not coming back anymore, Nikki." 


He felt sick, and it wasn't just from the drugs. His hands were bruised and cut from the glass that had broken 
in his deluded state, and he could see the droplets of blood oozing from his fingertips down to the cigarette- 
burned Persian rug. Maybe he was just looking for something to focus his eyes on other than Tommy so he 
could pretend for once that this wasn't real. Then his hands curled into fists when he realized the water that 
mixed with the blood stung and wasn't a leak from his roof. He was crying. The idea of loosing this man was 
enough to move him to tears even in this fucked up state. It was pain and anger coursing through his veins 
just as readily as it was his blood. Pain at the idea of Tommy not coming back, and anger that he would leave 
him. And anger, of course, that the younger man was able to move him to this state of emotion. Fuck hin! 


Nikki didn't need him, didn't want him. Nikki didn't... 
Nikki didn't know what to do with his life without Tommy in it. 
"Did you fucking hear-" 


"Yes, | fucking heard you, you asshole," was all the bassist could manage in a weak reply, his head still bowed 
to look at his hands. The blood and tears were making nice little traces through the crevices of his palms, and 
he was distracting himself by watching their quest. Now? Now Tommy was going to abandon him, when he 
needed him most? Sure he pushed him away on purpose, but he never thought he would leave. And he never 
thought that this would happen. It was chaos that they lived in, undeniably, but it was a functioning chaos. At 
least in Nikki's head, he thought it was a functioning chaos. But a lot of shit went on in Nikki's head that wasn't 
real. It was haunted. He should be in an asylum, not a huge rock band, and not a huge mansion full of beautiful 


things that he just couldn't appreciate. And yet Tommy was just going to leave him. "You're leaving.” 


"Don't fuckin'-It's not like.. Nikki, | don't have a fuckin’ choice anymore, man. It's not... | can't fuckin’ take it. | 
mean. | fuckin’... | love you, man, and it's not like. Not like | stopped but | just... can't.. Nikki-" 


"Then go!" There was more power to his voice this time as he was able to stumble to his feet and look at the 
other. His face was streaked with tears, blood, and probably makeup that had been caked on there for God 
knows how long, his hair was matted, and to say he was a mess was a compliment. Or an insult to the mess. 
"Just fucking go. Get out of here!" He could do it alone. He was sure he could. He had his rigs and everything 
he needed tucked away in his drawer, and he didn't need Tommy.. or anyone else. They all needed to just leave 
him alone to rot. But they wouldn't. "You only fucking care, because, fuck, because | fucking write the songs!" It 
was harsh. It was a very harsh accusation and he knew it, and he knew it wasn't true, but he still wanted to 


convince himself that it was. Then this wouldn't hurt. "Go, you mother fucker!" 


The bassist was aware that the drummer had a strict policy of never putting his hands on him. But he did. 
And the punch to his jaw was enough to send him reeling before he raised a bloodied hand to touch his cheeks, 
looking back at Tommy in time to see him wiping away the tears. They all had a bad-boy image to maintain, 


after all. "This isn't you, Nikki! This isn't the fuckin’ Nikki that | wanna see! Yeah, we always fucking... drank and 
shit, but, fuck, this heroin is killing you! You're a goddamn skeleton! You can't fucking write like this! You just.. 
you can't.. You can't be Nikki like this!" Nikki took a moment to open his mouth to retort, but was drowned out 
by the drummer. "You can't be the Nikki that | love like this!" 


Love. Love. Love. He turned the word over in his head at least sixty times and couldn't make sense of it in this 
delirious state. Tommy wasn't a saint. Neither was Nikki. But for a moment they both just stood there, no one 
wanting to point a finger, and no one wanting to move. But someone finally did move. And it was Tommy, making 
his move towards the door, and turning his back on the bassist. A man who looked on with blurry eyes as the 
drummer dawned his leather coat and walked out the door. As much as he wanted to just collapse, he couldn't. 
Instead, he threw the remnants of what was probably once a side table at the door as it closed behind the 
younger male, standing alone in a destroyed room before his emptiness turned to anger and he turned up the 
stairs. 


He tore his room apart rounding up every semblance of heroin before making a point of throwing it all in the 


garbage. All except one rig. He could stop. He could quit. And he would, just to prove a point to Tommy. 


He would quit after just one more hit. 


